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The Brotherhood 


Yes, | selected the correct genrelll This is my first true slash story. | hope you can suffer through a brief 
explanation on how this came about. 


| was challenged by Cherry Pie to write a pairing with my beloved, Dave Mustaine and that scoundrel, Axl 
Rose. She teased me with snippets of a story she is writing called "The Scorpion’. | tried to match up a scene 
of hers for a round robin type effect, but | got carried away. This is the result. That is why there is a 
reference to the game in here, but that is soley Miss Pie's creativity, not mine, so | cannot take any credit 
for that awesome plot bunny. This story is dedicated to Cherry for her comraderic kick in my ass. | hope 
everyone likes it (if not, you'll just be subjected to more het! LOL!) 


The formality: this is a work of fiction The author is not stating that the described events took place or ever 
would take place. (Oh, god, Dave, please don't!) This writing is meant purely for entertainment purposes. 
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Davy Jones. 


That's where I've seen that dance before. ‘Daydream Believer’. The Monkees. Davy Jones. It's the same dance. 


Exactly. 

Except this one is a whole lot fucking sexier. 

Why? 

Because he's Axl Rose. That's why. 

And where the fuck did that name come from? How do you go from William Bailey to Axl Rose? And what's 
the significance of it? Axl=car part. Rose=flower..or, if you want to get dirty, I've heard Rose used to describe 
a woman's labia | guess that could look like a rose, the lips are the flowering petals. Hmmm. Okay, Rose=cunt. 
Car cunt. What the fuck does that mean? And why would you want to be called that? 

On the other hand, an axle is the shaft on which a wheel revolves. 

Shaft. 


Cunt. 


His name is about sex. Maybe that's why I'm drawn to him..why | want to touch him. He is sex. | want sex, you 


want sex, we all want sex. We all want Axl 

| want Axl. 

So how do | get him? 

| can't just walk up and say, "Hey Axl. You know me. I'm Dave Mustaine. | want to fuck you. So how about it?" 
He would fucking kick my teeth in 


No, first he'd grab a hold of me by my hair, drag my face down into the street, and then he would kick my 
teeth in. 


Why is that giving me a hard on? 


No, | have to make this a game. Something good. Something he won't back down on because he won't want to 


look like a pussy. Shit, that's what James did to me. It was all a fucking game. 


"I bet | can take more than you. You're such a fucking pussy, you'd scream before | even got a finger in 


there." 


Yeah, that's what Het said. It worked. Within five minutes, | had my jeans yanked down around my ankles, knees 
pushed into that nasty green shag carpet in the El Cerrito house, Het's fingers in my asshole. 


Man, that rocked. 


| bet it would work on Little Willy here too. | think | can at least give it a try. Maybe | should bring a girl in 
first and then that will cancel out the homo, fag thing. No, women just fuck everything up. 


Plus they fucking talk. 
No, just me and Shaft Cunt. That's all | want. Just me and Shaft Cunt. Now, how do | get him alone? 


Standing in Duffs hotel room, I'm in the corner with Lars, who's been talking non-stop for the past hour and a 
half. Fuck, how many times can you hear the same story over and over again? Either he needs to stop doing 
coke, or | need to do more, because if Metallicus minimus doesn't shut the fuck up, I'm going to get fucking 
Sebastian Bach to stomp him out like a burnt up cigarette. Plus, he seems to be in a fighting mood. Apparently 
someone gave Baz a bad hit of acid because he's trying to swat imaginary flies. Oops, he just hit Izzy in the lip. 
There's some blood. That's going to leave a mark. Now they're rolling on the floor, groupies scattering in every 


direction | guess I'll just have to tolerate this motor-mouthed troll or shut him up myself 
"Lars, shut the fuck up" 

"Shit dude, am | talking too much? |-" 

"Shut up!" 

"Fuck you, man What crawled up your ass?" 


Hmmm, well, | know what | would like to have up my ass right now, but the man of the hour is nowhere to be 


found. As Lars, thankfully, leaves me in peace, | spot him. 


Shaft Cunt is across the room at the make-shift bar; a coffee table with six tiny trash cans filled with ice 
and beer underneath it, rows of half-empty and empty liquor bottles and plastic cups on top of it. He's sitting 
on the right side of a couch, Slash to his left and a busty brunette on the sofa arm to his right. She keeps 
running her fingers through his hair and petting his tattoos. He finally gets annoyed and pushes her drunk ass 
off. 


"| said stop it already! Jesus, l'm a man, not a fucking chinchilla" 


| watch as he trods over Slash's outstretched legs, over the make-shift bar, and towards the door, which is 


where | am. This is my chance. | gotta do it now. Its now or never. Take a deep breath, Mustaine. Okay, jump. 


"Hey, man, do you have a cigarette?" 


Shaft Cunt glares at me, his green eyes narrowing under a fringe of straight ginger hair. His lips raise at one 
side. 


"Fuck, Mustaine. You can't afford your own cigarettes anymore?" 

His speaking voice is like fine grit sandpaper, scratching me up and then smoothing me out. Maybe this is what 
| like best about him. I've always liked his mouth..his lips..his tongue..on mine..on my dick.but I'm getting ahead 
of myself... 


"Actually, | could use a hit of H, but none of these motherfuckers around here are sharing." 


His hands go to his hips. His eyes blink. The lashes are red like his hair, like my hair, like my lashes, like me. | 
can tell he wants to say something. Maybe it's ‘fuck off. 


"Let's go to my room and I'll hook you up." 
Or maybe it's ‘Let's go to my room and I'll hook you up’. How fucking easy was that? 
He opens the door and we go out into the hallway. 


lm so fucking tired of the same shit. The same people, the same girls, same everything. Maybe some 
different company is just what | need." 


"That's exactly what | was thinking," | say, putting a Marlboro to my lips and lighting up. 

"I thought you just said you didn't have any cigarettes?" he asks. 

"| never said | didn't have any. | asked you if you had one. There is a difference, William." 

He looks at me from the corner of his eye as he inserts a room key into the door knob. | can tell he wants to 
smile. The prickles of cinnamon stubble over his lip twitch. He shakes his head and pushes the door open, and 
we are inside. 

"Nice room," | mutter, slipping my black motorcycle jacket off. 

Without people draped everywhere you can see just how shabby the furnishings in this hotel are. The two 
double beds are covered with flowered polyester spreads. The TV is bolted to its stand above our heads in the 
corner. My guess is that the royalties from "Appetite" are still going to repaying their advances. Either that 


or they just tear so much shit up that the really nice hotels don't want them around anymore. 


| watch as he makes his way in between the two beds and lifts the end of one of the mattresses up. | figure 
now would be a good time to get right to the point, so | flop down onto the bed in front of him. He snatches 


his hand out just before the mattress slams down on it. 

"What the fuck, Dave?" 

| bend my arms up behind my head and smile. | raise an eyebrow, waiting for an intelligent response. 

"You didn't come here for smack, did you?" he asks, staring me straight in the eye. 

Ah, the direct approach, | like that. That shows balls. 

My smile widens in response. 

"So what did you come here for then?" 

Taking a deep breath, | let my eyes scan over his body, stopping at the slight swell wrapped securely under 
criss-crosses of black lacing. Shit, that is going to be hard to get undone. | might have to pick those knots out 
with my teeth. 


"Dude, you've got the wrong idea about me," he warns, stepping backwards. 


"| don't have any idea about you, William, except that you're talented..and tough..| just keep wondering how 
tough." 


"Fuck, tougher than the pansy-ass shit you seem to have in mind" 
| chuckle and bring a hand over to scratch my nose. Okay, this might not be as easy as | thought: 


"I don't have anything in mind that is "pansy-assed". What | have in mind isn't any different than anything else 
all the other bands do together, including Metallica 


"Metallica?" he asks, obviously disbelievingly. Obviously. 


"Yeah, where do you think | got all these ideas from? Besides, its more than just ideas, its a game. A game 


for real men" 

"A game?" he asks, eyebrows jutting up. "Real men?" 

| nod and kick my feet out to either side of his, trapping him. Well, not really trapping him. He could easily get 
away if he wanted, but apparently he doesn't want to, because he's not moving. He looks down at his boots, and 


my Nikes on either side of them. His eyes squint when they turn back up to me. 


"Tell me about this game." 


Lifting, | prop myself up on my elbows. "It's called the sting of the scorpion How much of a sting can you 
take?" 


Cunt Shafts eyes widen. "You're not talking about those African scorpions that can kill you with one sting-" 
"No. This has nothing to do with bugs." 

His lips press together. "Okay, go on" 

‘Maybe | should show you." 

| stand up and begin pulling his t-shirt over his head. He knocks my hands away with a swoosh of his arms. 
"No way, dude!" 

"Look, Axl, I'm not getting fresh with you. You have to be naked. That's how the game works." 

"What?" 

"Look, maybe we should go get Lars. He'll tell you-" 

"No, that's alright. | can't stand to listen to him anymore. Fuck. Go ahead. Go on" 


This time he doesn't resist when | pull his shirt off, but he keeps eyeing me like I'm some sort of perv. Isn't 
he drunk? He's not acting like it, at least not drunk enough to forget about this man/man thing. 


"Look, Little Bill, you're going to have to get over this hang-up you got or you won't be initiated into the 
brotherhood." 


He closes his eyes and then reopens them slowly. "The brotherhood?" 
"Yeah, that's what | said, the brotherhood." 

"So who all is in this brotherhood?" 

"Everyone." 

"Everyone? Like who?" 

"Anyone you can think of that's a big rock star is in it” 


"Elvis?" 


Fuck, Elvis, thats what Newsted said. 

"No, not Elvis..current people..current bands." 

"Tyler? Perry?" 

| nod. "I think they actually invented it" 

His eyes snap to the curtain behind me and then back again "Really?" 

"Yes," | sigh, rolling my eyes. 

"Plant and Page?" 

| pinch my chin with my thumb and forefinger. "Okay, maybe they're the ones who invented it" 
"You're bullshitting me, aren't you?" he hisses, pushing my chest. 


"Fuck, dude, do you want to be in the brotherhood or not? | was actually sent here to get Slash, but | thought 


you were more worthy. | guess | was wrong." 

| knock past him and pick up my jacket. Shit..shit..c'mon. Stop me before | get to the door- 

"Wait." 

| turn and smirk. "What?" 

"Okay, man. l'm going to trust you. | don't know why, but | am" 

"Alright then," | say, moving back towards him. "Strip." 

He looks at me but doesn't move, so | step towards him. When my fingers brush over his baby smooth chest, 
| feel myself harden and press against the fly of my jeans. I'm already so hot it's hard to control my 
breathing. 

"Man, | just don't know about this." 

"Axl, trust me. Its not so bad. Just close your eyes and pretend your somewhere else." 


He stares at me blankly. Okay, he's not buying it. 


"Okay, pretend l'm a girl." 


That comment sets him off-ease. 
"Why do | have to pretend you're a girl? What are you going to do?" 


"Fuck! Axl! Shit! You are really becoming a pain in my ass. Look, if you want to be a member of the elite, 


there's a price to pay. | knew | should have gone after Slash-" 


"No! No! Okay," he says, his hand grabbing my wrist. "I'll just do what you tell me. That's it. That's it. l'm 


committed." 

"You're sure?" | ask. 
"Yeah." 

"Okay, close your eyes." 


He closes them and | stare at his face for awhile. He actually appears innocent. He looks so young, so untainted, 


so unspoiled..yet. | move around him to turn on the lamp and then | go to the door to flip the light switch off. 
"Dave?" 

"What, Axl?" 

| just wanted to make sure you didn't leave." 

"No, I'm still here," | say, moving in front of him. 


| push his hair behind his shoulder and run my hands down his arms. Strong. His body is tight, muscular, and | 
can feel the static of apprehension pulsing through his veins. He's scared. | like that. 


"Turn around! 
"What?" 

| push a jolt of air out. "You said you weren't going to do this." 
"Okay, km sorry! 


Cautiously, he pivots in half steps. Now he's facing the wall. | moisten my lips as | look him over. His back is 
slightly swayed, causing his ass to stick out more than normal. | like that too. 


There's a dip in the middle of his back running from underneath his hair and disappearing into his pants. | want 
to run my tongue down it but it seems too early for that. Instead | bring my arms around to start untying 


the fly of his pants. My face is next to his, but higher up, hovering over his shoulder. | can hear the air 
pushing out of his nose, going back in, going back out. It stops for a moment when my fingers loosen the laces 
and then it stops again when | start wedging his leather pants down over his hips. That's when | notice he has 
a hard-on too. 

"Dave," he says in a raspy whisper. 

"What?" 

"You're going to fuck me, aren't you?" 

| hesitate for a minute. "Yeah, Axl. I'm going to fuck you." 

His head tilts forward and his hand brushes over his eyes. 

"So, what's in it for me?" 

"You know what's in it for you. You're going to be a member of the brotherhood." 

He scoffs and shakes his head. "Do you *want®* to fuck me, Dave?" 


Shit, | don't know if | should answer him. How can! get around this? 


‘It doesn't matter. | have to fuck you anyways. Besides, you don't seem to be completely uninterested in the 
idea," | whisper, letting my palm graze his rigid cock. 


"Who's going to know about this?" 


"No one. Its a random selection of existing members initiating new ones. It will be known that you were initiated, 


but no one will know that it was by me." 

He turns to face me, his head cocked to the side. "So, you're just going to throw me down and fuck me?" 
"That's the idea." 

"No kissing or foreplay? You're just going to plow into me?" 

A chuckle hitches in my throat. "Do you *want* me to kiss you?" 

‘Isn't that what fags do? They kiss each other, right?" 


"Don't ask me. I'm not a fag." 


"But you want to #fuck* me?" 

| lower my eyes to his dick It's still hard. "And apparently, you want to be fucked *by* me 
"Maybe | just want to fuck you." 

My eyebrows raise. "You want to fuck me?" 

He swallows so loud | can hear it. Then his eyes squint. "Yeah, | think | do. 

| drop my head into my hand so he can't see me smile. 

Then he pushes his hands to his hips. “Well, | mean I'd rather fuck you than have you fuck me 


| shake my head. "That's not how it works. When you become a member, then you get to initiate newcomers. 


But right now, you have to be initiated, which means | get to fuck you." 

"So what do | do now?" 

Finish getting undressed and lay on the bed" 

He sits to pull his boots off and then removes his pants the rest of the way. Axl's completely naked now. His 
body is probably the most perfect I've ever seen Every muscle is etched into him like fine marble, but he's 
not too big. He's slender enough to still have finesse of movement, a grace, if you want to call it that. He's like 
a cat, his body, his eyes. He's an orange cat. 

After that, he throws his arms out to the side and takes a deep breath. 


"Roll over," | say, moving to stand over him. 


But he doesn’t. He watches me as | yank my t-shirt over my head. | feel the strands of my hair sway to a 
stop against my back, and then | start to undo the button of my jeans. 


"You're going to use a condom, right?" he asks. 

| nod and pull my pants down. He stares at my dick | see his adam's apple bob when he swallows this time. | 
pull the condom from my jean pocket and toss it on the bed next to him. With his eyes following me, | lean 
over him and push my hands into the mattress on either side of his face. Our legs touch, our thighs, as | 
straddle him. 


"Kiss me first." 


| bend down and lay my open lips on his. That's when he pushes his tongue into me. It's sharp and pointed, 


pressing up against my teeth and under my top lip. | feel his hands take hold of my hips. Yeah, he wants this. 
He wants me. Who's the fag now? 


"Roll over," | say, pulling back, sucking the spit off my lips. 


He twists underneath me and buries his face into his arms. | can see his body twitch. When | run my hand 


down his back, | feel goose bumps rise up on his skin. He's electrified, courtesy of Dave Mustaine. 


| take the condom and tear the wrapper open with my teeth. As | roll it down my dick, | notice there isn't 
much lube on it. This is probably going to hurt him. Oh well. 


"Come here," | mumble, yanking his hips to bring him up to me. 


That's when | reach around and take his cock in my hand. He gasps like | had touched him with an ice cube. | 


lean down to bring my smiling mouth to his ear. 
And then | say, "Welcome to the jungle, Axl." 


Every muscle in his body is rigid. Laying on him is like lying on a rock boulder. Funny, | actually do feel like l'm 
trying to mount a marble statue. This is not going to be easy. 


"Hey, hey..we can't get this done if you're going to freak out" 

His voice is low and ragged. "I'm not freaking out" 

"Then relax. | can't get in if you keep your ass tightened up like Fort Knox." 

My attempts to comfort him aren't working. Maybe | should just keep my big mouth shut. 

| go to the tried and true way of softening him up. A back massage. That's what works on the chicks anyway. | 
scoot his hair off his back, letting my fingers slip into the strands. It's soft and shiny, not wavy and course 
like mine. The color is deeper, richer, not sun-bleached like mine. We're alike yet different. He's lying beneath 


me, where once | was lying beneath James. l'm dominating him. James dominated me. 


His neck bends up to bring his chin to his chest; his forehead pushes into the mattress. | let the full weight of 
my torso fall on him. My dick butts up against him. 


"Are you going to do it or what?" he hisses, eyeing me under the crock of his arm. 
"I'm trying to help you get ready." 


‘lm never going to be ready, Mustaine. Just do it" 


| wish he would react to me, do something. Its not much fun if he's just going to lie there like a scared child. | 
thought | wanted him to submit, but after the kiss, I'd rather he acted like he wanted it. He seemed like he did. 
| wish he would act that way again. It's nice to feel wanted, especially after all the rejection I've suffered 
through. 

"Do it, Dave!" 

Bending over him, | lightly kiss his shoulder. My tongue connects to his salty skin, pulls back, touches again. 
Then | let my teeth nip him a little. He groans but it doesn't come out of his mouth. | hear it grumble in his 
throat. 


My hand runs up along the side of his body, starting at his thighs. The muscles tense and relax underneath 
my fingers. 


"My god, you're beautiful” 

Shit, | didn't mean to say that out loud. Fuck, now I'm the faggot 

Axl squirms, so | push myself up off him. That's when he rolls over to face me. 
"There's no brotherhood, is there?" 

"Yes, there-" 


"No, there isn't. Look, Dave, if you want to fuck me, just say it. Don't come on to me under the pretense of a 


lie. Do you want to do this or do you have to do this?" 
"What do you want to hear, Axl?" 

He scoots away and sits up, my legs still straddling his. 

"Do you want me?" he asks 

"Jesus, Axl-" 

"Answer the question’ 

| take a deep breath. My eyes lock onto him. "Yes" 

He presses his lips together and nods. Then he lies back and rolls over to his stomach 


"Then fucking take me." 


My arm hooks his waist to yank him up. | knock his knees apart with one of mine, locate my target, then push 
in. He grunts, but | can tell he was trying to hold it back. The pressure his muscles put on me is intense, it 
almost hurts. | can only imagine what his pain is like..actually, | do know what his pain is like.. 


"Oh, fuck," he breathes, flattening out on his chest, "me." 


In this position, I'm glad he can't see the wicked grin on my face. | wish | could see the expression on his 


though. 
"Oh, yeah," | breathe, pushing into him. 


With each thrust, the slide in is easier. | can actually do a normal stroke now. Shit, this feels good. His muscles 


are pulsing around my cock and thats when | realize he's coming. Ha, | didn't even have to touch his dick 
"Fast shooter, aren't you, Axl?" 

| don't know that | can say anything, the pulsing is rising in me too and its too much to hold back. 

My face scrunches up and my hips spasm, pushing further in He cries out. 

"Sorry," | chuckle, patting his ass cheek. 


We lay next to each other for awhile. At least | didn't run off laughing like Hetfield did. | have enough 


compassion to stick around for a little while. 

"You enjoy doing this, don't you?" he asks, his voice muffled by the side of his face pressed into a pillow. 

"| guess. mean, it feels good.it hurts. just like everything else l'm addicted too." 

| close my eyes and take a deep breath. That's when the flood of a memory overtakes me and | feel the 
scratch of cheap shag carpet against my cheek, the burn of something being shoved into me, and the bristle 
of James's stubble rubbing against my back. 

"So, is it the physical sensation, or is it the power that turns you on?" 


| look at him, trying to wipe the emotion of a painful memory away. "both... 


| should feel good about winning him over, dominating him, fucking him, whatever, but | don't. | still feel empty, 
still hollow. 


He brushes his hand against my leg, hesitantly, like it's supposed to be an accident, but | know better. | can feel 


the wanting in his fingertips. He wants more..more of me..but I've done what I've come here to do. I'm finished. 


| stand up, put on my clothes, and leave. 


